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QUItts/ SOUflDb LIKE 1 
UE'UE GOT SOtttlWttt) J 




EftUY fttXr flOMltti: Th£ APE*! GO TO TrtE T(\hP*s- 
THEU\ fliTi CLOSED ftBDUT THE 6BIT ARE TOO 
LftRtE TO PftSS THftOuiiH THE WALL HOLE . ft Hp 
THEY STRUGGLE id Ufttrt TO WITHDRAU THEC\ 



DROP IT, ZUfVil . 
LET GO J 


f HOLD On , SIFTER, -AOD 
I AO f BIC BITIrtfr- 






SENSldb'THE SITUATlOfl ,THE CHILD 
SMASHED THE TftftPi THftT IMPAWN 
HERi 5TRRMCjE COMRADE*. ■•■ 


BUT , THUS OCRFWED, ;H£ 15 QUICKLY 
OUF RTAK.EH, 



i 


■ r \ BETTY ! BETTY.' 
V,**<ii Q«, civ POOH 
Ot^-v^ 1 LITTLE CttlLD .' 




/ * f 


THE L.OM& WHO CHILD 5TRU&G>lE5 
fl«D SCRt'AfV) m TERROR ... 


fttID WITH A ROAR Of RftGI THt 
UAflftluR. MftU* Tl'Rfl TO tfl| 




I <3DT IT / LARSOH POM 
KWOW ME. WHY CANT I 
TAKE A LEAVE AND 
SIGN UPON Ml 

TUB FOR A TRIP 
-I WEED A 

LITTLE VAC ft 
TIOM 




-AW FIND OUT HOW RES 
"SMUGG-LIW'TH'OUMK IN 
-W-MM MAYBE YOUR IDEA'S 
O.K..' YOU COULD CABLE 
US WHAT YOU F<ND OUT 
-AN' WE'D PC REAOV 
V FOR HIM WHEN HE GETS 
^ BACK IN PORT 



THEN VJE D 
HAVE EVt- 
PE NCU 
A&AfWST 




I'LL TEACH YE 1 TO 
SPILL HOT SOUP 
OH ME -YE. CLUB , 
. FOOTED CLUMSY / 
^ sea HAWK// ^f 

mot TH/vr., 
LARscW /v- 
PLEASE* 
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THIS IS THE 

ORIGINAL 

STORIES-IN-PICTURES 
MAGAZINE 

MAKE YOUR FRIEND 
OR YOURSELF 
A PRESENT 
of 

a Year's Subscription 

A dollar mailed today will lave you 20 
cents in actual cash, another dollar in 
shoe leather, and bring your regular 
copy to your door every month. Your 
news dealer may be sold out. 

Come on — 

Get Organized! 



FUNNY PICTURE STORIES Magazine is not all humor by any means. 
This is the magazine that readers of the popular FUNNY PAGES 
have asked for. Magazine fans the world over have waited for this— 
Stories Complete in Pictures. And now you can read and see the action, 
the drama, the thrilling clashes of the hero who fights his way to glory in 
the tropics, the frozen north, the great west. Funny PICTURE STORIES 
is a monthly magazine. Your news dealer should have it. If you'd rather 
receive it by mail each month fill out the coupon below and enclose one 
dollar. — NOW — . 



DETECTIVE 
WESTERN 

ADVENTURE 
MYSTERY 
COLOR 
ACTION! 




WE. UAVE_OUR TRICKS OP THE 
TtaADE Good -lookin . 

VOU'UL LE ARNl SOMEDAV 
WHEN THOSE. GUVQ APPROACH! 
VOU . MOW SEE THAT OLD 
TREE •• HARMLESS LOOKIN' 




THAT'S OUR"STOCK- BOOM" 
HANDSOME . THERE'S AT LEAST 
EIGHT THOUSAND DOLLARS SALTED 
BELOW THAT TREE.. COlvlE OM 



I'LL SHOW YOU 



!?0 




PECOS. AN' COWS DON'T CK05S NO 




[HOLD YER 5HOQTIN - PEC05! LOOK3 LIKE 
THE LAW COMIN: 1 KIN SEE A STAR ON * 
ONE 0' THE GENT5 — THE HOflBRt ON 

The bald-faced roan, ain't nuthin' 

j TO WORRY ABOUT- 


KEEP THEM CLAW5 UP! THEM COwTj 
BELONG TO RED RIVER BRENT. HE.R.E * | 

CLIMB DOWN OFF THEM BRONK5 K 

AN' NO QUICK MOVt^' KEEP 'CCl V 
C DUE R LD. liKENT! | 


S^ 5 ' - t-'iSfc*u 





BUT RED RIVER. BRENT SAW HIS ERROR AND ONLY 

DEATH WOULD WIPE HIS SLATE CLEAN. HE'D OVERLOOKED 
CHANGING THE BRAND REGISTRATION. NOW HE 
AND HIS GANG TRIED MURDER. TO WIN. 
BUT INDIAN JOE AND PECOS WERE GUN-FIGHTERS. 
THIS WAS THEIR. MEAT. 



BRENT, YORE A DIRTY 
HELLION! 




A Hard-Hitting Story 
of Quick Adventure! 



BATTLING 

BEAU 

BRUMMEL 



by 

Malcolm 
Bruce 




Adventure crowded the Hie of Bob 
and iotind him always ready with his 
maulies. Here is a big story of a big 
young man in a big city. You'll like 
him, and his career is a real thriller. 



D 



YX AMITE Devaney jerked on the reins of his 
team and swore. As a matter of fact he swore 
many times and in a manner quite shocking to 
part of his audience. Before him and behind him 
ere other trucks, and taxis, and each driver now 
!gan offering advice to the hie; "blue-tongued" 



e the* 



afh'c. It w 



ariy 



evening in ihe summer nnd the lone, almost horizon- 
tal rays of a retreating aun shone full in the sweat- 
-i reaked race of Devaney as he leaned from his perch 
high above the horses. 

It was not the fault of the horses, nor was it ex- 
actly Dynamite's fault that ha was causing a block 
in the (.raffle, hut as he jerked forth his whip and 
iiesan ply inn it with a will on the helpless animals 
a window in a taxi close afi'intrsidc was drawn down 
and the face of a man appeared, calling to^the pro- 
fane Devaney. 

"Shut your face," barked Dynamite with only 
a glance at the face in the window. He said more, 
about young fops in smip-a nd-listi logs Iliai'd better 
stay in where it was safe. Dynamite had never been 
a judge of faces. 

A moment of this and the door of the taxi was 
flung open. From it stepped a tall young man of 
more than pleasing countenance who wore the ac- 
cepted thing in evening clothes, and an air of mild 
gentility slightly aroused. With a word of assur- 
ance to the gil l win. leaii'-d lou-;ird him from the cab, 
he approached the plunging horses, 

"Put up your whip," he said in n low lommanding 

But Devaney only swum; it more viciously and 
addressed his best style or ' profanity direct at the 
immaculately attired man below. 

Taxi drivers and truckmen bounced from their 
seats, scenting trouble. It was inevitable. As the 
crowd gathered the man in evening (-Initios retired 
to the side of the taxi from which he bad but a 
moment before emerged. Devaney bad Uorn right. 
He was a quitter and was sneaking- back to the 
safety of the machine. Another example of De- 
var.ev's poor judgement. Tlie fop was divesting him- 
self calmly of his hat. bis gloves, his cont and his 
cane. Devaney roared with delight. The dude was 
displaying symptoms of insanity. 

For a moment the stranger stood placating the 
girl who bad started l.o remonstrate with him as he 
lossed his clothes into the seat beside her. With a 
final gesture of reassurance he again turned 



truck. 
Few pedestria: 



among trios* who grouped themselves along the, curb 
was one who looked with speculative eyes on the 
man whose White, spotless vest was decidedly out of 
place in such a setting. 

"Will you put that whip away?" called the vested 
one to Devaney. Shirt sleeves were being rolled 
upward in a workmanlike fashion, and the specula- 
tive man remarked to his friend at the curb. 

"Judge," he said In a gentle drawling voice, "I 
think you an' me are goin' to sec brains get an aw- 
ful cockm' from brawn. That's Dynamite Devaney 
up on that seat." 

The Honorable John Yeoman glanced at bis 
friend Ace Martin, and chucked. For years Martin, 
I:.' knew, had been managing borers of every hue and 
shape. Big one* and little ones had climbed h gh up 
the fistic ladder of fame and fortune under the 
masterful tutelage of the venerable manager. But 
Y-irian hci a ^flVrerit ..pinion in the present m- 



of brt 



Brgued "This 
argument right 
led with brams 



"I think you're i 
looks to me like an 

will destroy twice its own weight i 

Dynamite was glowering on the upturned face of 
the man on the ground. 

"Fer two bits I'd smack you down wit' dis," he 
bav.lr. I. Hn-eninmng the other with bis whip. "Go 
crawl back-in the eoopay wid yer jane an' shut yer 

The answer to this was silent but sure and Judge 
Socman gripped Marlins arm as the man on the 
ground leaped. 

There came a scream, a tiny muffled appeal, from 
the s i rl m the taxi, as her escort sought to clutch 
the kicking foot of (be cursing truckman. 

"Come down,"' lie -^iouict now ahove the roar of 
(lie horns and bellowing of the waiting drivers, 
"Come down and say that to me again." 

|EVANEY leaped from his perch and even as he 
left the truck he struck out with a wicked, 
iwing aimed at the man beneath him. For 



D 



swish fo flying arms and hands, thenTa sudden t 
thud as skin covered bone met its like. The man 
evening ( Mhos ha,! landed a clean right hook to 
burly truckman's chin. Dynamite Devaney Epraw 



like' 



! Bbro 



i the time, but 



the heaving body of the 

he started to slide to the ground, thei 
scream from the taxi and a girl's voi( 



.vl ,iir "R' ii." hiit Bub »n hrn! o„ a complete lam- 
."K of the lu-Jte before him- He gia-i>td the all bjt 
hrlplc** licvaney by the Collar. Kee-iJy Uynamjle 
tried ti> fight off hia adversary, hut Bob crashed a 

ilft i/aj-aHa looking open palm full ia lb* other'* 
face and held hiro propped against the aide of tb« 

"Well, HI be Ace Martin slnnd gsping at 

the sighl before him. Here nan maiinal of the 
I „kv. type, a rlngmen who could fell an uvci-siied 
hi-ai i ucight with one nurch and hold him a» cheaply 
as this man apparently held Devaney, It wai not 
la |i "n sjro that ihlt same Devaney fellow iiad been 
touted ai a coming challenger for the crown, hut hr 
had been found independable and as a consequence 
became accustomed to dividing his time trucking and 
ri"I Mgntirig. He was equally K"od at both, how- 
ever, and lasted but a short time a'- either, Kight 
now he was pretty much hors do combat 

It was a heat job and well done, and as the crowd 
bcuan to move to the Opposite side of the etieet 
whither willing hands hud partly dragged and partly 
■'liod the half conscious truckmen, a few leaped 

> the gap and i i dei (n out the 

traffic tangle which had steadily grown worse. De- 
'* truck was jockeyed out of the wedge and 
■chines began in move once men. 
■ Martin was standing near surveying the 
blinking truckman. 

"Yen," he declared with a grin, "It's Devar.ey 
all right." 

However, unhindered by the crowd which was 
ccnteied about the disillusioned pug. the victor un- 
billed bis shirt sleeves aa he leturned to his own 
tasicab. There was a moment's pause at the door 
of the ear and a . few hunsed words passed between 

his tuxedo. Another car moved on in the 
tiaflic and from an open window shune a girl's face 
earning with frank ami honest adm. ration for the 
tan in the street. Jn that fleeting glance there 
as a flash of recognition in the eyea of the gltL 
Kj- the man was needles- of the approving look 
ich glowed for an Instant, and then was 8"ne. 
Hitter disappointment had followed dose on the 
heels of his fistic triumph. 

'"Co on," he said '.o the chauffer as he stopped in- " 
the car and closed the duor. The machine rolled 
I to disappear in the swirl nf traffic ahead. 

'•Just' my luck." declared the veteran maanger as 
• turned eastward toward the avenue with bis 
judicial friend. "His car is gone, 1 might have 
■ to develop thai guy into a champ. You 
r Judge " he went on. and the Honorable 
inhn Yeoman listened attentively until the crowded 
tid* walks of the -nteivening at reel swallowed them 
up. Many a gond fighter had been picked up under 
•imilar circumstances. Also many a tramp. 

CHAPTER II 

A Fighting Man 

POR Robert Brummel, as he rode silently in the 



l la»ro 



o th« 



that 



he bad found it 

Helen Bvrosford had left him flat. According lo 
hs tan driver, who an«wsred him with the mrieal 

. , of a grin. shs had departed with 

emaik about "a disgrace tn society" and something 
nore about "two brutea." The dtivvr couldn't Just 
ay, but It was evident that *he bad put him fa a 
sis with the roughneck truckman and (led mr'ely 
•Causa he *•■ doing what he thought wn his duty, 
nd right. Protecting her from tha profanity of a 
ufflan, and a bully, to say nothing of saving the un- 



Merldorf and be would find her 
arrived. There was just a chance that he could 
patch It up. The dinner dance however was un- 
promising of success as far as he was concerned for 
ha knew Helen well enough to be sure that the task 
ahead of him would be no easy one. 

Now no one had ever said that Ruth Potter was 
heautirul. It had been admitted, aomelimes be- 
grudgingly, that she was pretty- that there was a 
ivnnit-siim* freshness in her face. Now as she rode 

tbwaid alone in the deep darkness of the tail her 

thoughts rushing surfiu backward through years, 
tier face shune with a light that fairly illuminated 
her temporary moving prison. 

All about her danced headlights, and her ears 
echoed to the rattle and screech of the horns, but 
-.he picture in her heart persisted. It was the face 
of the man — THE men— she had seen. Kace to face 
after what seemed vears and years. But Instead of 
evening rlo-.hea and silk hat the man she remember- 
ed was wearing duty, mud-smeared olive drab. It 
was a uniform and she recalled well the devil-may- 
care angle with which hie Iron bat was perched on 
his tousled head. She did not even know hie name, 
but what did that matter. She had seen him again 
and he was in New York. Put that first time. 

Kuth Potter had been one of the first of her sex 
to volunteer her services "over theie." As a mem- 
ber of that faithful organization of ted cross workers 
she bad been an-.ong the first to reach the other side. 
VYci-k »:"ier week, month after month, she had fought 
besides her sisters against the ravages of dirt and 
disease. In the battle for life against death. Now 
she rememhercd that day up at the Dm aid station. 
It was on a narrow dirty road, hardly more than a 
path, and the morning was cold and cheeriest A 
bleak wind lashed her face no matter where aha 
stood, and the long marching column of worn and 
weary faces that passed her still moved by in • 
vividness that made it seem but yesterday. 

It was a picture out of the past (ha* she now saw 
and in it was engraved more deeply than the rest 
thu fare of a man, who wae but a boy, and who 
tr.idgcd gamVy past hearing another's burden as 
wel| as his nwp. The troops were "going out" for a 
rest. Theu-s had been the brunt of the sieg«. Night 
after night they had moved up on the enemy's posi- 
tion, driving him steadily, surely, backward, until 
now it was given them to real up, to rscupeiata for 
tha hig drive that was soun fo com*. 

Nobody spoke. It was a silent procession and 
only the shuffling and stumbling of r.eaiy shod feet 
vied with the rush of the winoT 

She had noticed him more because he appeared to 
be marching alone as he brought up the rear of a 
rumpany. and ha staggoied now and then from side 
to side of the road On one shoulder he carried bia 
park, buiging am) thiown together in haul*. Across 
his othar shoulder he bore tha inert figure of his 
buddy, a thin, worn out Pinna of a man whose feat 
hung loosely in front of the man who carried him. 
In on* hand the big Imy rai ned two rifles and in the 
other ha half dragged, half carried the paek belong- 
ing to hi* buddy. 

As he pitssnl he glanced up. Just for a 
his eyes there Mashed a silent salute to lb 

"Drop him here," she had called impulsi 
the big fellow only shook his lu-ad, and grinned. 



A COMPLETE' ADVENTURE STORY IN PICTURES- 
-{>/ E. MSD. MOORE, JR. 




BATTLE SHOUTS AN ORDER. EQUIPMENT 
CLANKING, TWENTY GURKHA SOLDIERS FALL 

IN BEF0RE H,n - Wo OSEE THE RED 



RAIDER, WITH A HUNDRED MEN, MAS r 
JUST RAIDED AND BURNED JAMOI r 
VILLAGE, TAKING SLAVES. 




IS NOW COMING HERE 
TO ATTACK. MAN YOUR f 

POSTS SOMETHING IS 

SURE TO BREAK SOON. 




A HALF HOUR DRAGS BY. SUDDENLY A 5INGLE SHOT 
ECHOES FROM THE JUNGLE. LIKE A BROWN WAVE, 
SAVAGE MOUNTAIN BANDITS STREAM FROM THE JUNGLE, 
LED BY A RED-BEARDED HILLMAN, RANGO OSEF THE 
RED RAIDER 1 




BUT, LIEUTENANT SAHIB, IS IT l*£*Z 
NECE5SARy THAT yOU CAPTURE HIM? WE 
HAVE EITHER KILLED OR CAPTURED MOST 

OF HIS MEN / | ^ 

T - ^LIKE BLAZES WE HAVE I HE 

HAS FIVE HUNDRED MORE MEN IN 
TH05E HILLS THAT HE'LL HAVE DOWN 



B UT yOU MUST TAKE MORE MEN/] 

' I CAN TRAVEL FASTER WITH TWO, AND 
yOU'LL NEED THE OTHERS TO GUARD 
THE PRISONERS. SEE THAT THE 
WOUNDED ARE CARED FOR, AND HAVE 
THE OUTLAWS BURy THE DEAD — IT'LL 
KEEP 'EM BU5Y/ r 




• REPEATING SLINGSHOT • 




FOR A SELECTION OF 



s 



AT ONE CENT EACH 
Send A F. H. SCHULTZE 
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DEAD 
MEN 
TELL 
NO 

TALES 



But- 



And 



this brand-new smashing 
DETECTIVE Picture STORIES 

is a magazine that is crammed with tales of 
daring, stories of thrilling battles between the 
law guns and the killers — 



you see the whole story in brilliant pictures, 
vivid with colors, sizzling with action! 



DON'T MISS THE DECEMBER NUMBER - ITS HOT! 
ON ALL NEWSSTANDS NOVEMBER 20th. 



FACTORY TO YOU 

NEW REMINGTON NOISELESS PORTABLE 




AT LAST! The famous Iteming 
ton Noiseless IWUihle th:tt speaks 
in a whispet is available for onlj 
lllc a day. Hero is your opportu- 
nity to get a real Remington Noise- 
less Portable direct from the fac- 
tory. Equipped with all attachments thai 
make for complete writing equipment. 
SI ::ii'lar.| keyboard. Automatic ribbon re- 
verse. Variable line spacer and all the con- 
veniences tif the linesl portable ever built. 
I'l.US ibe NOISELESS feature. Act now 
while this srnvial rip)iori unitv hutd- cnod. 
Send coupon TODAY for details. 

YOU DON'T RISK A PENNY 
We send yiiu tlii- I'emingtim Noiseless Por- 
table diivd n-.ini 1 lu- faridi-v with 111 daw-' 
[■ItEK triai. If vnu ; ,re not s-aiisficd, send it 
back. W E I* A Y A L I. SHI l> PI N 0 

CHARGES. 




GREATEST TYPEWRITER BAR- 
GAIN IN 10 YEARS 



SPECIFICATIONS. 




